filled with statues covered with a golden patina, and encumbered with 
armchairs and rocking chairs. Halfway along I begin to hear, out of the 
surrounding silence, the sound of a thousand tiny hammer blows, a shimmer 
of sound in the air. 

I turn right again, and find myself facing four long lines of human 
flesh—no longer men and women, but poor drooping bodies from which 
the souls have fled. They are wrapped in sheets, faces pale and without 
makeup, arms slack, hair disheveled, feet pitifully vulnerable in wood-soled 
slippers. 

Fellini, in shirt sleeves, perches on a crane some ten or twelve feet 
above the floor, behind the camera. At his orders the lines of people move 
toward a big stairwell. The marble walls and floor are the same color as 
the extras’ sheets. The ceiling of the stairway is spotted with moisture. 

Camilla Cederna says this sequence evokes the Auschwitz showers. But 


rather I think it evokes the hells men have created in their own minds. 





